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All was well. 


For a short while. 


Away from Darkwood and its 
slithering torments, eyes and hearts 
lifted in song for the very first time as 
Lamb's new flock dared to dream. 


They talked long into the night, tracing by 
firelight the shape of the future they would 
build when Lamb's grisly work was done. 


But, as so often 
happens when the } 
horizon suddenly 
seems infinite... 

ya 


Sy 
NO JOSTLING 


a 7 NOW! BY THE GRACE 
: OF THE ONE WHO 


WHO NEED SHALL 
RECEWE. 


q 


re and now had 
become an afterthought. 


a% 


ENOUGH! 
WEAVE A GARLAND 
FOR THE IDOL AND 
REFLECT ON YOUR 
SELFISHNESS! 


AMDUSIAS! YOU 
ATE YESTERDAY! 


: YES, BUT NOW THEY'RE YOUR WE NEED MORE FOOD. I’D GO 
eo! THEY RESPONSIBILITY. MYSELF, ONLY I’M NOT GREAT 
hy Be 


WITH AN AXE. 
UN 


7 FH, MOST 
OF US ARE RUMINANTS. 
WORST-CASE SCENARIO, 
WE EAT GRASS. 


THE SOIL'S =& 

WATERLOGGED. WE p< 

CAN'T GROW ANY- 7 SO WE 

THING IN THIS FORAGE...AS I 

SLUDGE. DID WHEN T RAN 
FROM THE OLD 


WITH THIS MANY 
FOLLOWERS? 


\F THERE \ 
ISN'T ANY THAT 
HASN'T BEEN 
POOPED ON, 

URE. 


BUT 
LOOK... 


\ hae 
\ BA ore 
“LAMB, THERE ISN'T A BUSH WITH A SINGLE 
BERRY ON IT FOR A MILE IN ANY DIRECTION.” 


YOUDIDN'T \ 
JUST START A CULT 
HERE. YOU STARTED A 
COMMUNITY. YOU HAVE 
TO REWARD THEIR 
DEVOTION. 


YOU 
HAVE TO GO 
BACK. 


T CAN'T. THE DOCTRINE I ISSUED IF YOU DON'T, 

THROUGH THE COMMANDMENT IT WILL ALL SLIP THROUGH 

STONE ONLY GUARANTEED YOUR FINGERS 

THEIR LOYALTY FOR A , 

SHORT TIME. WHO PUT 

= THIS FEAR IN 

WHO KNOWS You? 
WHAT WILL HAPPEN 
IF I LEAVE?! 


“HE DREW CARDS FOR 
ME--TOLD ME T WOULD 
BE BETRAYED BY ONE 

OF MY FLOCK.” 


(T WON'T. 
THEY BELIEVE IN 
YOU. I BELIEVE 
N YOU. 


r But you W 
C 


BUT RIGHT 
NOW, WE NEED YOUR 
HELP. THEY CAN'T GO 
BACK TO DARKWOOD. 
NOT NOW. THEY'LL BE 

BUTCHERED. 


HE WAS SERVING 
THE FOOD AND 
"\. COLLAPSED. 
MUSTN'T... Nea 
MUSTN'T BE 
GREEDY... 


I AM _ 


UNIMPORTANT... 
A WRETCH. 


( | 
THE BISHOPS. ‘QS o> yt 
THE BISHOPS WisT \uNAPS ay el 
FALL. THAT IS ALL ae i 
THAT MATTERS. : 


ae 


Clauneck's words still 


ij 


gnawed at Lamb's pride. ‘ 


LOOK AT HIM! HE Ne 
{CAN'T HAVE EATEN pom 


i} 
dais TM FINE... 


JUST...HELP ME 
TO MY FEET... 


their short life, and the prospect 


They had only known betrayal in | 
of more was intolerable. 


But despite it 
all--for Nana... 


...they returned. 


; If only the Bishops were as 
. easily destroyed as their 
_____ idols, Lamb thought. 


But they were not 


there for the Bishops... 


FOR A TIME 

THEY WERE HIDDEN 
FROM OUR SIGHT, BUT 
THEY HAVE RETURNED-- 
AND FOR NOTHING MORE 

THAN A SCATTERING 

OF MOLDERING 
FRUIT. 


..they were there 
for the flock. 


YES, 
SISTER. 


A MISTAKE 
I SHALL NOW 
RECTIFY. 


SEE THAT YOU 


LITTLE i 
BROTHER LESHY, ies oe 


DID THIS VERMIN NOT 
WIND UP RECRUITING ONE 
OF YOUR BEASTS TO 
THE CHAINED ONE'S 
PESTILENTIAL 
DB CAUSE? 


eS a Sa a 


As the Darkwood 
horde advanced, 
Lamb allowed 

themself a small 
chuckle. 


To die here, gathering overripe qi 
fruit for acolytes whose faith ij 
was as fickle as the flood... | 


q - CR 


..there was a grim 
symmetry to it. 


/ But the Lamb was now 
/ too rare a delicacy for 
C 4A: ~ | the horde... 
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That privilege 
belonged to 
another. 


Lamb had heard the 
name before, in the 
sopping, mildewed 

corners of Darkwood. 


 Y 
Barbatos the burrower. 
Barbatos the Earth-splitter. 


Barbatos, whose very 


And for the first time 
since their resurrection... 
OVD 


RNA 
AUR Z 
A 


The Red Crown's power 
is vast, it's true. i 


a 
And the creature they were 
would surely have been melted 
down to the minerals by now. ) 


at 


But the musk-sweet 
odor of their own 
seared flesh was a 
reminder that the 
Red Crown’s power 
is not infinite. 


. Gone. Impossible. : ? WHERE 


ARE You?! 


e A memory...of warm 
and flaxen days. 
THIS - 
IS A GOOD PLACE. aan / 


I COULD BE HAPPY —~ LG 
HERE. 


~~ ee ' ‘~S Of V7 
Mis ie dn ea fe ieee wr eon 
Rickie! ” NY , Days worth fighting for. 
_ y 


And not at the 
hands of this 
abomination. 


REPENT, 
ABERRATION!! 


Lamb would not die here. 


But like every 
looming thing in 
this cursed place... 


P-PLEASE. 
PLEASE, NO 
MORE. 


SESE SSE TSE OI TTP RT SE RTE ET 


And for a flicker of a second, they 
entertained the notion of killing 
the mewling wretch anyway. 


There was more 
to Barbatos than 
met the eye. 


Lambwas = 
hurt. Badly. 


PLEASE 
DON'T HURT ME 
ANYMORE. 


But that was 
the Old Faith. 


w 


GO IN PEACE, 
BARBATOS. THE 
OTHERS WILL SHOW 
YOU YOUR NEW 
HOME. 


THANK YOU! 
BLESS YOU, 
CROWNED 


THE BISHOPS! 
YOU HAVE TO 
STOP THEM! 
TH-THE 
BISHOPS! PIPE 
DOWN, YOU 
MANGY OLD THING. 
YOU NEED TO 


REST. HOW 


LONG HAVE YOU 
BEEN SITTING 


WITH ME? 4 


(T SMELLS LIKE YOUR 
EMPTY EYE SOCKET, BUT 
TM SURE IT'S PERFECTLY 

NUTRITIOUS. 


T KNOW YOU 
THINK ME BLIND 
AND INFLEXIBLE, 

NANA. 


PERHAPS I AM, BUT WHILST 
TEACHING LAMB, I HAVE 
COME TO THINK OF 
THEM AS... 


HOURS. A 
DAY. DOES IT 
MATTER? 


HERE. 
WE MANAGED TO 
{SALVAGE SOME OF THIS 
| \ MYSTERY SWILL 


YOU MADE. 


THEY ARE 
ALREADY BETTER 
THAN I EVER 
WAS. 


I KNOW. I LOVE 
THEM, TOO. 


TCH! AWAY WITH You. \ / sutT YouRsELF, VA 
WHAT AR TM PERFECTLY FINE, }{ YOU FLYBLOWN [bese 
YOU DOING? YoU 4 AS YOU SEE. THROW RUG. J 


NEED REST. 


PERFECTLY REVIVED. JR 
QUICKLY NOW... 


T BELIEVE 
T MAY HAVE... 
MISJUDGED YOU, 
NANA. 


FOR THAT, 
T APOLOGIZE. 


DON'T. 
LAMB NEEDS 
BOTH OF 
US. 


STEP 
ASIDE, STEP 
ARE THEY ASIDE! WHAT'S 
BREATHING? 
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BACK : 
AGAIN SO SOON, } 
CHILD? 


HRNN. RATAU STILL, YOU 


WAS SURE YOU WERE ce 
ARE GRAVELY INJURED, 
MADE OF STERNER J] BUT YOU HAVE NOT” JB 
\ PASSED BEYOND THE A 
VEIL YET. 


THE GREAT 
WORK IS NOT YET 
ACCOMPLISHED. YOU 


THE BISHOPS OF THE 
OLD FAITH! 


JF DOES YOUR 
> — VERY MARROW NOT 
CRY OUT FOR VENGEANCE 
AGAINST THOSE WHO 
SACRIFICED 


THE DUCK 
TOU MET WOULD J Vis 
BE BETRAYED. am i 


; AH. TRICKY 
THINGS, PROPHECIES. 
THEY HAVE A HABIT OF 
UNFOLDING IN ALL THE 
WAYS YOU LEAST 
EXPECT. 


f ALLTH ‘\. 
SAME...IF I LEAVE ) 
AGAIN, THEY WILL | 
TURN ON ME. 


BUT LIKE 
YOU SAID, I'M 
HURT...I-- / FOR WOUNDS AS 
DEEP AS YOURS, MERE 
DEVOTION WILL NOT 
HEAL YOU. 


i ae ba — ee WA 


BUT SACRIFICE 
ONE OF YOUR FOLLOWERS-- 
AN INCONSEQUENTIAL ONE, 
T CARE NOT--AND YOU WILL 
BE RESTORED TO FULL 
STRENGTH 


1 “T UNDERSTAND. 


ete SA 


aoa “...IF THE BISHOPS ARE NOT DESTROYED, 
peli : THEY WILL FIND YOUR TEMPLE OUT THERE 
IN THE MARGINS OF THE WORLD. 


= 
“THEY WILL COME FOR THOSE YOU 
CARE ABOUT MOST...SO0N.” 


[ 


Lei 


THAT WAS THE OLD WAY. 7 civuizarions Exp Ye \ NO, FOOL. ~ IT I$ HOW THEY 
NO SACRIFICES. NOT OL IN SACRIFICE. BEGIN. 
IN MY NAME... \ 


BESIDES, 
IT MATTERS 
NOT... 


En 
“IT IS ALREADY oe 


YOU CAN'T! LAMB 
WOULDN'T WANT 
THIS 


SY |S OUR DEFENDER AND OUR HOPE! 
IF THEY ARE INJURED, THEN THE 
LEAST T CAN OFFER IS . 
MY LIFE! 


WHO AMONG YOU... 
WHO AMONG YOU WILL FREE 
ME FROM MY PRISON 
OF FLESH? 


MY BONES ARE 
OLD, AND T LACK THE 
STRENGTH! 


T WOULD 
DO NO MORE 
FOR YOU THAN 
YOU WOULD 
FOR ME. 


PLEASE! WE... 
T...CANNOT LOSE 
LAMB. 


THERE WILL BE NO 


SACRIFICE TODAY. NOR 


ON ANY OTHER. 


0, LAMB! 
LAMB! BUT YOUR 
WOUNDS... 


| 
The flock parted like a great 
sea. They knew there were to 
be no miracles that day. 


THE OLD FAITH 
WILL FIND US SOON. 
T MUST FIND THE 
BISHOPS FIRST. 


They were used to offering 
their devotion--freely and 
without hesitation. 


But now the object of their devotion 
was about to do something that 
m had never happened before... 


__. ..they were going to fight for them. 


a IT ES LIA ae sa 


| TL | | 


it However, a miracle to some... ¥ 
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